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Of all the dispositions and habits which lead to
political prosperity, religion and morality are indispensable supports. In vain would that man claim
the tribute of patriotism, who should labor to subvert these great pillars of human happiness, these
firmest props of the duties of men and citizens. The
mere politician, equally with the pious man, ought

to respect and cherish them.

A volume could not

trace all their connections with private and public
felicity. Let it simply be asked: Where is the security for property, for reputation, for life, if the
sense of religious obligation desert the oaths which
are the instruments of investigation in courts of
justice? And let us with caution indulge the supposition that morality can be maintained without
religion. Whatever may be conceded to the influence of refined education on minds of peculiar structure, reason and experience both forbid us to expect
that national morality can prevail in exclusion of |
religious principle.

(From Washington’s Farewell Address)
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That Question of American
Civilization
By LOUIS OTTO
Mr. Otto is a young writer, a sophomore, whose
convictions are growmg with the months. A devotee
and a thorough student of Latin and Greek, he gives
substantial evidence in this article that the classical
training has undisputed merits. There is thought in
this essay, and, what is more, it has been written for

men who think.
\ MERICANS from the time of the first settlements in the seventeenth century have, as a
rule, been regarded as members of a distinctly lower stratum of society by the upper and

middle classes of Europe.

For a long period they

regarded us as isolated groups of wild, uncouth beings, so far removed from the effects of Old World
culture, that they held little hope for our advancement toward a gentility comparable to that of con-

temporary Europe.
Unless the average person of those times had direct reliable information, or by chance had traveled
in America himself, he indeed, in all probability,

entertained many strange notions in regard to the
colonists. From reports and novels portraying English society of the time of our colonial period, we
learn that it was believed that Americans lived in
wigwams, went out on scalping parties, and in general led a rather ungentlemanly life, to say the least.
Even the occasional traveler had few words of
praise for the state of our civilization. One famous
writer in particular, of the nineteenth century, when

our history had already advanced three hundred
years, published an account of his travels in the

United States that was distinctly unfavorable to
the sruggling republic of the stirring days of Presi-

dent Andrew Jackson.

One of his novels also pre-

sents similar impressions.
I refer of course to
Charles Dickens, and his books “American Notes”
and “Martin Chuzzlewit”. What he wrote of American journalism would almost put to shame the sensational press of today. His view of American
honesty seems to have been a prophecy of the political graft and racketeering that are so characteristic of present day municipalities. To my knowledge
Dickens never altered these early opinions.
It has occurred to me that the use of the colonies,

by the English, as a dumping ground for criminals,
rebels, and other undesirable elements, may, per-

haps, have had something to do with this British
estimation of their American cousins. Incidentally, some Americans, proud of their Mayflower ancestry, would be severely jolted by an unbiased
study of the lives of some of the early members of
their genealogical line.
Thus, for centuries, to the general public, unac-

quainted with America and satisfied with the living
they could obtain in their homelands, America was

considered a place of exile with few advantages and
untold inconveniences.

But to those who were, so

to say, “down, and almost out’, the land across the

Atlantic appeared a veritable Utopia, where everyone might have an equal chance to attain a comfort-

able degree of success in this life, at least in a material way.

The truth is that emigrants never have
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felt and probably never will feel at home in a new

country, the land of their adoption.

This fact has

study in Greece, the acknowledged shrine of culture in those ancient times.

Caesar, Cicero, and

of course held true in the case of the United States.

other famous Romans, we learn from their biographies, studied at Rhodes, Athens, or other cen-

try, consider it as their home, but to the emigrant

ters of education in Greece.

‘The children and grand children, born in this counparents, nothing can supersede “the old country”

in their hearts. Bound up in its traditions and customs, they are never able to assimilate entirely the
new mode of living they have adopted. What they
find in America often seems strange and barbarous,
and thus again the question of American civilization, implicitly if not explicitly, comes under consideration.
In taking up the discussion, we must first call to
mind the fact that there are varying degrees of
what we call civilization. Transformation from the
savage state to one of higher knowledge such as
that which we have today is a gradual process.

These periods of advancement are familiar to us as

In the growth of her military and political power
Roman civilization, therefore, lacked, to a fairly
large degree, the refinements and culture of the
Greek. Continuing, it is strange to note, that while
Greece yielded to a less cultural conqueror than
herself, Rome in turn also fell to an inferior civil-

ization when the barbarian hordes of northern Europe overran her vast empire and apportioned it
among themselves. Yet in her defeat proud Rome
assumed the role that had belonged to Greece centuries before, becoming the civilizer of her conquerors, the center of learning for western Europe.
Rome, however, it must be recalled, was faced with
a greater task than her predecessor, and it was only

the various ages—Stone, Bronze, etc.—in the case

with the aid of the Christian Church and the pass-

of savage man.

Similar designations have often

ing of time that she was able to imprint the influ-

been applied to certain periods in the history of our

ence of her civilization on the invading ‘Teutons.

Western civilization, designations ranging

But, as a culmination to this work of the centuries,

from the “Age of the Renaissance” to the “Mechan-

a process of gradual development and advancement,
western Europe was reborn, literally speaking, in
the period known as the Renaissance. A new love

own

ical Era”.
On the question “Is America civilized?”, therefore, we must limit ourselves to determining what
degree of culture, progress, and whatever makes up
civilization in its best sense is in our possession as

compared with the older nations of Europe.

Fur-

thermore we must consider whether we deserve the
scathing condemnations that have been heaped

upon us,—veritable coals of fire.
To my way of thinking, those Europeans who
deem themselves in a position to criticize America
in every respect are like the ancient Greeks and

Western Asiatics, who in their life of ease and ap-

parent intellectual supremacy scorned the vigorous
Romans of the West. ‘These “barbarians”, however, conquered the East, and Greece and the Ori-

ent were forced to do political homage to a nation
whom they considered an inferior people in all
things except the power of the sword. That the
Greeks and the Eastern peoples were intellectually
superior, there can be no doubt. What is more, the
Romans acknowledged this intellectual superiority

of certain of their subjects who were taken by con-

quest.

Greek slaves, captives taken in battle, be-

came the teachers of the Roman youth and were

for art and learning,

for the culture of the past,

swept over the continent from its source in Italy,
bringing about the completion of that civilizing
process which had been inaugurated by Rome almost a thousand years before.
It appears to me, that at the present time history

is doing one of those encores for which it is so famous. America has conquered the countries of Europe, and of the entire world for that matter, by
her industrial progress. Just as did the Greeks of
old in regard to the Romans, so the older nations of
Kurope must admit this supremacy. However, at
the same time, they may justly emphasize their
own superiority in the fine arts, education, and in

almost every field of intellectual endeavor. Here in
America we are forced to concede to Europe this
predominance in cultural and educational advancement.

Thus it is, for exaniple, that we find the cen-

ters of music, art, and literature in the older con-

tinent.

Medical students consider a few years

abroad at some famous university the climax of

their education.

In the line of pure science the

students and schools of Germany hold the foremost

responsible for the Greek influence in Roman liter-

position, although it must also be admitted that in

And, it must be brought out, without that

Besides being educated at home by

applied science American mechanical skill is unsurpassed.
We see, therefore, that America, of necessity, has

Greek teachers in the elements of education, young

been forced to turn to Europe, and our civilization

men of the patrician class were also accustomed to

is below the general standard of the European.

ature.

influence, Latin literature would have been very

crude indeed.

expand their learning and experience by travel and
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In

my opinion, if we slowly rise to that height, it will

be mostly because of stimulation derived from European influence, just as the sturdy, conquering
Roman became cultured by the ideals and philoso-

phy of subjugated Greece.
‘In regard to the trend toward a more cultured
America, I recently read a notice quoting the observation of André Maurois, the great French biographer, who had just completed a four-month visit

in the United States. Upon leaving he said:

“Af-

ter four years I see a progress that I can hardly describe, a progress in the taste for liberalism and

the taste for ideas.

I think that the origin of that

progress is the present economic crisis, because
prosperity, in a way, slows up people’s thinking.”

The eminent Frenchman is probably right in one
respect. Among the “sweet uses of adversity” there
is admittedly the tendency to sharpen the wits and
seek a solution to the problem, with perhaps the
accompanying result of greater intellectual endeavor in other fields besides industry. There is good
reason, indeed, to believe that our long industrial

prosperity has caused a certain mental rustiness
that may, in part, be responsible for our failure to

attain the heights of culture.

If the present eco-

frenzied people. A whole town, composed of all
classes of society, not merely a few morons and degenerates, engaged in a deliberate murder, ignoring
the constitutional rights they so proudly boast of as
unequalled anywhere on earth. Can we rationally
claim that such a community possesses civilization

in any intelligible sense of the word?

I further-

more believe I am safe in saying that in no European country, no matter how backward and unpro-

gressive, is there the probability of such an occurrence as was this lynching, a practice, by the Way,

that a former Senator openly defended.

Let us goa step farther. We are told by students
of journalism, that the press of a country is nothing more than a mirror that reflects the activities
of the populace. According to such standards, the
newspaper accounts of murders, scandals, graft, and
other crimes present a sorry spectacle indeed of
American civilization. That development of the
past decade, racketeering, with its organized crime
on a large scale, is a sufficient blot to debar our
civilization from any favorable consideration on the

part of the European. The nations of Europe wonder why we wink at evils which they would not

nomic distress does anything to encourage new

tolerate for a day.

thinking and new ideals, not only in economic, but

about gang wars, “putting on the spot”, interfer-

in political, educational,
and cultural fields as well, so
that eventually we may “catch up’, so to say, with
our European brothers, it will have been a blessing

ence with business, and the remainder of a racket-

in disguise.
Maurois may be correct, but it is difficult for me
to share this optimism, which, after all, might be
nothing more than typical French enthusiasm and
emotion. I believe that if there is any such prog-

ress at all, it exists only in widely separated districts or groups throughout the country, and that

it is by no means a general tendency affecting our
entire nation. Personally, | have not seen any evidence of such a movement.
In fact, I believe that the movement forward has

not even begun. For we must bear in mind, that it
is impossible for us to attain a civilization on a
plane with that of Europe, until the debris of past
as well as present evils and failures has been

cleared away.

Then only can the foundations of

the future be laid with confidence in ultimate success.

And, what in our present conditions, must be

cleared away?
I fear they are too numerous to mention. They
involve our mental outlook, our prejudices, our
mode of thinking, our ambitions. A few illustrations can suffice, to clarify my meaning. About the
same time I read of Maurois’ observations and subsequent optimism, I noticed an article on the lynch-

ing of a negro by an entire town of four thousand

Yet, when they question us

eer’s activities, our lethargy is hardly disturbed.

European equivalents of such phases of Ameri-

can life as lynching and racketeering might be

found in the burning of so-called witches and the
activities of the robber knights and their bands of

pillagers in the Middle Ages. But education in time

removed the former evil, while the coming of organized central governments put an end to the second. In America we still have their modern equivalents with us, though we boast of both our mass
education and our system of government.
We all recognize these evils in our social struc-

ture, but in answer to the questions put to us by

our foreign friends, it seems that the best we can do

is point to our millions of automobiles, telephones,
and bathtubs, our mass education and philanthropy,
—all results of our industrial prosperity. Then
among ourselves we call these things “civilization”
and “progress”.
If the cycle that culminated in the Renaissance is
really continuing in our day, America will no doubt
be affected and our civilization will reach worthy
standards. It is my opinion that this will eventually take place. But despite the encouraging obser-

vation of our sympathetic French critic, it seems to
me, that such a movement will not be set in motion
in our generation, or for years to come.
Page nine

The Dormitory ‘Tragedy
ANONYMOUS
Someone got the scoop, and lus Waterman had a

hemorrhage. This is a “bloody business’ as the Bard

would say; but,—you must let anonym take you to the
end. St. Joe Hall will ever treasure the secret of this
midnight mystery. And the author?
ie
hour was late. ‘The silence, which filled
the halls of the vault-like dormitory, was so
intense that it oppressed the soul with a sickening prophecy of evil. A bat, like a restless dark
angel from Satan’s host, floated down the long corridor. His yellow, noxious eyes surveyed his domain of darkness like a disembodied, vindictive

soul.

His dark form floated eerily into the attic

door which had been thrust ajar as if by a clammy
spirit hand. He joined his mates, who hung from
the rafters like so many condemned men, and the
very stillness gave a weird hint that some poor,
mortal sinner below was to be given the dread, inevitable call.

The silence was broken by a muffled thump. The
four figures, which resembled vague, indefinite blobs
in the utter darkness, passed in terror. Apparently
they did not wish to face the eyes of honest men.

There was a brief pause.

The stillness of the cor-

ridor was filled with horror; it seemed pregnant
with worse terrors to come. An uncertain eye glued

itself to the keyhole of one of the many doors.

A

fumbling hand turned the knob of the cold, forbid-

ding portal.

The latch snapped back with a noise

like the explosion of a seventy-five. The room resembled a deep, repellant pit of nothingness. Still
the four minions of Satan did not hesitate.

“Bring in the body!” hissed the leader.
The remaining three cautiously carried in a
queerly inert thing, whose wide-flung arms trailed
on the floor lifelessly. They paused in bewilderment. Only too anxious they were to be rid of the
accusing presence of the gruesome reminder of
what they had done. Perhaps more than one of

them had been thrust into the middle of the tragedy
without his consent.

However, the leader appeared

to be more incorrigible, for he betrayed evidences

of being hardened to crime.

3

“Close that door!’ he hissed sibilantly, but in

“Close the door!” the leader said in rising anger.
He put one hand into his coat pocket. The other man
knew a deadly implement of death lay there in wait
for his hand. He edged nervously towards the door.
His palsied hand started closing the oaken barrier
uncertainly. It creaked complainingly on its hinges,
as if in animate protest against the dark, dreadful

deed.

Clammy beads of sweat stood on the brow of

the culprit.

He shut the door all the way.

The

bolt slipped back like a cannon roar, so intense was
the stillness of the building. To the strained nerves
of the intruders it did not seem that a single honest

man in the building could resist being recalled from
the soothing, peaceful arms of Morpheus by the unholy din. There was a brief pause. All that was
audible to the listeners was their own, over-loud
breathing. Even it seemed like the roar of an automobile exhaust to them, for their nerves were tight-

ened to the tautness of violin strings.
.
“Turn on the lights!” the leader whispered somewhat mollified, now that the door had been closed.

The room flooded with light. With an inarticulate cry of anger one of the men ran across the

room and switched them out again.
“What do you want to do, you bonehead?” he
snapped in a hissing whisper. “Do you want to

bring every one down on us at this time?”
“You told me to turn on the lights’, the other

retorted hotly.
“The shaded light at his desk, not the dome light,
you ignoramus”, his prosecutor explained, at the
same time snapping on the light.

The room was filled with a soft, subdued glow.
The two men, who still carried the body, put it on
the bed, evidently glad to be free of handling the
grisly thing.
“Quit your arguing”, the leader ordered. “We're
all in this and we must hang together.”
“Or else we'll be hung one at a time’, supplemented one of his companions. “Franklin said that,

didn’t he?”
“This is no time to tell jokes”, one of more serious mien reproved the jocose member of the party.
“You did it. No wonder you don’t feel like tell-

cold, dangerous authority.

ing jokes. I don’t see why the rest of us should be
implicated. We can still draw out”, the jester be-

One of the indistinct figures physically shrunk
from the ordeal. He gave the impression of horror
at being locked in the same room with the thing.

came suddenly serious once more.
“We're all accomplices and just as guilty in the
eyes of the law’, the leader of the precious quar-
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tette dominated the scene again. “Besides they’ll
never know who did it. We'll make it look like
suicide. They'll never guess unless one of you
three squeals.”

“If we don’t get this over with we'll be caught.
Some one may come to this room at any minute.
You konw what that would mean”, the jester ob-

served:
“If we don’t get this over with and get out of
here, I'll go crazy”, a timid member of the party
said angrily.
“Hold your horses”, the leader cautioned, “haste

leaves clues you know’. He took out a revolver
which he had carefully carried in a handkerchief
and placed it in the hands of the thing. His companions wondered how he could nerve himself to
even touch the subject of their hideous crime.
“Give me that bloody towel’, he ordered without
emotion.
The repulsive relic of their dark deed of dreadful
note was placed quickly into his impatient hand.

Evidently they were only too glad to be rid of the
haunting evidence of what had happened only a
short while before. The leader, working swiftly under the protecting shadow of darkness which the
evil one provides for his legions, arranged the position of the thing in what he considered a most
natural one.
“Write that note’, he commanded one of the
trio who watched his soulless occupation in something akin to awe.
“What’ll I write?” the other asked nervously.

“T’ll dictate to you”, the leader replied.
yourself together now.

expert.

“Pull

You are our handwriting

discrepancies. His companions looked on him as
they would on a ghoul. They had heard of coldblooded men but had never met such a one before.

How their companion steeled himself to do this
dreadful deed was beyond them.
“Gee donesn’t he look natural?” he asked the
other three.
“T wish I hadn’t done it”, the main culprit muttered in contrition. “You fellows forced me into it.
You argued that it was the only thing to do.”
“Well, let’s get out of here’, the leader directed.

“Don’t run. No one must see us leave.”
The four retired, leaving the small light burning. It cast a fitful glare about, wrapping all in
somber shadows. The thing on the bed seemed to
smile viciously at his retreating foes, perhaps fore-

seeing their doom and punishment.

Outside, a

crow, which had been sitting on the window sill for
some time, raised from his high perch and flapped
dismally away in the darkness. He gave the impression of a soul soaring on its last, final journey,

from which there is no return. The stillness of the
dormitory was more intense than ever. The bat,
hanging from his perch among the rafters, seemed
to smile evilly, another deed, inspired by his master, Lucifer, had been written in the annals of
fate. It could never be erased.
The dean ascended the steps to the floor. He

wended his way through the dark hall, seemingly

Disguise it.”

The other licked his dry lips. He went to the
desk and secured a piece of white, plain, linen paper
and a fountain pen. He ungloved his right hand
and said in an effort of bravado,

impervious to the foreboding stillness of the vast
building. He paused by a door. He turned the
knob and entered. He felt that something was

amiss the moment he entered the room.

A light

was burning which he knew positively had been

“Shoot.”
“All right get this, then”, the leader ordered.

“Goodbye, my friends.

Apparently he dominated the rest, and there was
no dissenting voice as he pinned the message on
the chest of the inanimate, lifeless thing on the bed.
He shifted the towel and finally decided to lay it
across the face. He stood back and summarized his
work with a sweep of his eye. He could see no

I have nothing in this

world to live for.”
The other wrote the note in a plainly artificial
manner. He scanned it once or twice. The leader

glanced at it over his shoulder.
“Tt’ll do.”

He said carelessly,

“All right”, one of the quartette chimed in, “pin
it on his chest and let’s get out of here.”
“I think we ought to leave it on the desk”, the
author of the note objected. “It would look more
natural.”
“We'll pin it on his chest”, the leader decided.

“They do that lots of times when they commit
suicide.”

out when he had passed that way earlier in the
evening.
“Bad for the light bills”, he said in soliloquy.
His eye wandered to the desk, then to the bed.

His eyes widened in horror.
“Heavens!” he said, or perhaps something
stronger and more expressive, “What is that!”
He approached the gruesome thing and then
changed his mind. He stepped quickly to the wall
switch and lit the dome light. His eye surveyed
his horrifying discovery once more. Resolutely he

jerked the bloody towel from the face of the thing
that had leered at him from the darkness.
“Hm! My alarm clock!” he muttered; “what a
head for a dummy! Well, time will tell.”
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Chemistry in the National Welfare
By FRANCIS X. KOBE
Mr. Kobe ts making his initial bow to the campus
reader in an excellent article on Chemistry in the
National Welfare. The Exponent would appreciate
more articles of this nature from our literary engineers.

ee research carried on primarily for
its own sake has produced the most far-

reaching effects on our daily life.

In the be-

ginning man was in no condition fundamentally

and permanently to modify his environment in his
own interests.

He had to make such terms with

the uncontrolled, and as far as he knew, uncon-

trollable order of nature.

Today through scien-

tific knowledge and research he has succeeded in
unfolding before our startled gaze an entirely new
world. He has metamorphosed our environment
and our relations with our fellow men. He has
revolutionized

industry and

inter-communication,

thereby gravely altering the conditions, the possibilities, and the problems of civilization.
Science, in the person of the chemist, is remak-

ing the world. In new forms he is making raw materials accessible to all nations.

He has opened the

way to the conquest of disease, and his discoveries
and the application of science to industry are strewing the path of progress with the debris of once
flourishing enterprises. There is no business or
activity today whose welfare and interests are not
bound up with chemistry. Chemistry is the science
of the transformation of matter, and transformations
of matter underlie thousands of processes and products of the utmost concern to man.
Change is the order of the day. What seemed
like a chimerical project yesterday is today a reality. A prosperous industry today may be displaced
tomorrow by a newer process. Plant, equipment,
organization, the impregnable fortresses of yesterday all go down under the assaults of new and more
economical methods. A few years ago we were

proud of the production of radium from Colorado
ore; today the American plants are closed.

‘The

time-honored industry of distilling hard woods in
the manufacture of wood alcohol is hanging by a
thread. In fact, there is no industry,—not one,

that is not in danger of waking up tomorrow and
finding that the chemist has made a discovery that
might revolutionize it.
And yet, there is a bright
side fo the picture. And if you do not know what
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the chemist is doing to paint this picture, you are
due to receive some startling information.
The conquest of disease, the extent of that conquest, is wholly due to science, to the chemist, the

biologists, and the bacteriologists. ‘The plagues,
cholera, bubonic and beri-beri; the fevers, yellow,

malaria, typhoid, and scarlet, and other diseases and
ailments, dysentery, diptheria, rabies, and scurvy,
to mention a few that come to mind, have all been
conquered or at least rendered less virulent by the
discoveries of researchers in the laboratory. We
must realize that every year gained in the making
of a fundamental discovery in medicine by chemists means the saving of tens of thousands of lives

and the warding off of unhappiness from many

thousands of homes.

Five years ago diabetes in childhood was almost

invariably fatal; today insulin is preserving the
lives of thousands of happy little children. Can you
imagine the feelings of stricken parents whose children were taken from them just before the dawn of
this new day? We need not have smallpox today
unless we prefer not to do the things which science

has shown will prevent this disease.

Typhoid, far

less common than two decades ago, is so well un-

derstood and its transmission so definitely associated with uncleanliness that we shall soon see the
day when it will not only be unfortunate but not
respectable to have the disease. Yellow fever, the
frightful plague of many centuries, not only can be
destroyed, but has actually been eradicated in some

of its worst centers. It is a picturesque campaign
now being waged, one with a vision of service to
the human race, to remove yellow fever from the

earth.

One of the most dreadful diseases of all,

perhaps, tuberculosis, is slowly but surely yielding.
Though big tasks are ahead, enough is now known
and proved in practice with tuberculosis patients to
give abundant hope to hundreds of thousands of

discouraged people who have this disease.

It is

but a brief time since a clear diagnosis of tuberculosis was all but a death warrant. Surely science is

making the earth a better home for mankind.
The contributions of the medical profession in
the war upon disease have been minor and incidental.

The strategy and the ammunition have come

from the discoveries of men like Jenner, Pasteur,

Lister, Simpson, Davy, Ross and Loeffler.

these men were physicians.

Some of

Most of them were

not, Pasteur and Davy ranking among the world’s
foremost chemists. The function of the doctor has
been that of the worker in the field, a part that he
has borne with valor and heroism, as the sacrifice
of Lazear, Durham and Meyers in the war upon

yellow fever grimly shows. But the father of modern medicine, Pasteur, was a chemist. Pasteur’s
fatherhood of the germ theory of disease is generally recognized, but it is seldom remembered that
it was Pasteur’s spade work in fermentation and
putrefaction that formed the excavation in which

Lister lad the foundations of antiseptic surgery. As
in the case of industry, the raw materials of progress in the war upon disease have come from the
laboratory, from the arduous labors of research
workers after principles and laws.
H. N. Casson, an editor, once wrote the following lines to illustrate our dependence upon chemistry today. “‘What does chemistry mean to me?’
said Mr. Averageman, as he looked at this page
printed with ink made by a chemical process, and
laced his shoes, made of leather tanned by a chemical process, he glanced through a pane of glass,

alarm clock to start your day until you climb in
between the chemically white sheets at night, but
whether you know it or not, whether you will or
not, you are the director of one of the most wonder-

ful of all chemical plants and laboratories—the human body. Sometimes your management of this
plant is so imperfect that the help of chemists is
needed and then more than ever you appreciate
what synthetic chemistry means.

Today over eight hundred perfumes are synthesized in the laboratory, independent of the flower
gardens. It seems incredible. T'wo of our most
important means for education and entertainment
owe their existence to the chemical industry. The
motion picture image from base to developed image
is a chemical product. The phonograph-record is

largely a synthetic resin.

The synthetic materials

make their appearance in pipes, combs, ornamental
beads, cigarette holders, and other similar products.
Wood, like many other basic substances used in
industry, has ramifications which reach into the

most unexpected places.

‘The poets couple wine

with women and song, but you would not immediately couple silk stockings and alcohol with the

trees in the park.

And yet there is a connection.

made by a chemical process, and saw a baker’s cart

The stockings are made of rayon and the alcohol

full of bread leavened by a chemical process, and a
draper’s wagon delivering a parcel of silk, made by
a chemical process.
“He pulled out his pencil, made by a chemical

dynamite and the paper in your hands. All these
materials are derived, either directly or indirectly,

process, and wrote a reminder in his book bound

with imitation morocco, made by a chemical proc-

ess.

Then he put on his hat, ‘dyed by a chemical

process, and stepped upon the pavement of asphalt,
compounded by a chemical process and proceeded
to his office where he dealt with a certain chemical
compound called coal.” “ ‘No,’ he added, ‘of course

not, chemistry has nothing to do with me.’ “
Not only are you shadowed by chemistry from
the time the chemically made spring causes the

is poisonous, but they come from trees, and so do

from wood in the form of cellulose.

The chemist

has not as yet succeeded in discovering the exact
chemical nature of cellulose but its applications are
many.
And so we might go on and on, making one illustration after the other, turning up surprise after
surprise. It makes us ask ourselves, was there
ever such a complex, indispensable industry since

time began. And yet there is no mystery, no secrecy, no wizardry about chemistry. It is a simple
science.
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Boots and Saddles
A true story, that sounds like fiction, told in Bill’s casy and flexible style.

By WILLIAM J. HOEFLER
[: was a hot Arizona night. If one would say
there was a hotter place than the ArizonaMexico boundary line, an army man would
deny it. Some distance south of Douglas and only
six hundred yards from the international border lay
an orderly, mushroom city of canvass. Radiating
from a small group of old, paintless, two-storied

wooden barracks in the center were seemingly
countless rows of squad tents. The army was fighting a more formidable foe than a foreign nation

in that fall of 1918.

It was influenza.

The en-

camped troops were in quarantine against it. As
soon as the medical staff had completed its work,
the assembled regiments were to be ordered to the
far-flung fronts of the nation. Some were to go to
France to become a part of the A. E. F.; others
were to go into training in the East; others were
going to the Hawaiian Islands; still others were
going to fight the tropical fevers of the Philippines.
It was a busy night at general headquarters.
Major-General Smith had been placed in command

that Villa is playing around in Sonora, which, as
you know, is just across the border. Have all exterior units put on a strong guard. Some peon
spies reported that the Mexican is planning to raid
either Douglas or Bisbee where there are big mining payrolls. That’s why we're here. I guess they
thought that they would kill two birds with one
stone. I'd like nothing better than to get my hands
on him. When I think of what happened to Columbus two years ago, it makes my blood boil.”
Ihe 4th Cavalry was encamped close to the 7th,
which had chased Villa over most of Sonora with
Pershing in command. Inasmuch as the former
regiment had just returned to the states after a

long stay in Hawaii, there was considerable fraternizing. ‘Tales of the Islands were exchanged

regiments; we have the 5th and 9th Field Artillery
and we have the 19th and 33rd Infantry. There
must be well over twenty-five thousand men in
camp. I don’t like it. The men are restless and

with experiences that had occurred in the Villa
hunt. in one of the Troop A squad tents about a
score of soldiers were gathered. Some were visitors from the 7th Cavalry. Stories were being told,
some true, others of doubtful veracity. The dice
game in the center of the tent was well patronized;
in one corner on a bunk eight men were playing
poker; jugs of mescal were being passed around;
the air coud have been cut with a knife. In short,
the men were doing anything and everything to
destroy the ennui that the quarantine had caused.
“Pass me the jug, Hammond”, said Sergeant
Brown. “Where do you get it anyway? It’s hard
to smuggle anything into camp past the guard. Why,
the place is lousy with M. P’s! Five men from
my troop alone are in the guard house.”
“I got it alright”, Hammond, the bugler, replied
with drunken pride in his success.
“You ought not to drink so much”, Brown reproved him. “You know you go on duty tomorrow.
You won’t be able to blowa note at this rate. Don’t
make a mistake in the time again, either, because
you know you got us up an hour early last week.
If you’d only behave yourself you’d be one of the
best buglers in the regiment. You ought to stay

anything might happen. Get out an order doubling

sober, be serious and practice more.”

the provost guard and ask for more M. P’s.”
“Ts that all, sir?” his adjutant asked.

mond asked seriously, eyeing Brown in dim com-

of the encampment by Washington. General Smith
entered the G. H. Q. and asked,

“Have any more units arrived?”
“Yes, sir’, his adjutant saluted.

“The 4th Cav-

alry has just arrived from Hawaii.

I have ap-

pointed their encampment location and the commanding officer will report at eight.”

“Good! How about the 9th Cavalry?” Smith
asked.
:
“Went on through to Columbus, New Mexico”,
the adjutant explained. “It’s a colored regiment,
you know. We can’t have them here. It’s not a
good policy.”
“Fine”, Smith commended in his brisk, military
way. “We have too many units here now. It will
be hard enough to keep order as it is.

now.

Let me see

We have the Ist, 7th, 4th, and 17th Cavalry

“No”, Smith replied.
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“The general staff knows

“You think I ought to practice more?”

prehension.

Ham-

“Sure”, the sergeant replied. “You'd get your
stripes if you did.”
Hammond took another swallow from his jug
and appeared to think the matter over in a sort of
drunken seriousness. He was forgotten a moment
later when Brown began telling several of the 7th
troopers how he used to hunt tarantulas with a
shotgun in the Philippines. One of the 7th men
replied with a story about Villa.
“We hunt real, human tarantulas here.

We were

scouting around through the mountains in Sonora.
It was nerve-wracking for you never knew when
some bandit would take a pot shot at you. We
chased those fellows until our horses gave out. We

must have chased Villa over half of Mexico.”
“And hoped like the deuce that you wouldn’t find
him, I bet”, Brown observed with a cynical smile.

“No, I wouldn’t say that”, the 7th man grinned
good-naturedly. “Everybody was pretty sore about
the massacre at Columbus. We wanted to turn old
Villa into a corpse sure enough, but he made him-

self scarce.”
“Where’s Villa at now?”
“Who knows? I heard it rumored around that
the real reason the staff is concentrating so much

The night was one of those hot ones which produce restlessness and insomnia. However the members of the 4th Cavalry found little trouble in
inducing the charms of Morpheus to favor them,
for they had existed for years in the scorching trop-

ics.

At two o’clock that night the provost officer

of the day reported to headquarters that all was
well and that there had been no major disturbances.

Then—
’l'ar-a-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-tar-a-tat-a-ta-ta !”
Sergeant Brown jumped up from his cot in the
orderly tent, wakened from a sound sleep. Every

cavalryman knew that bugle call.
“Boots and saddles! Villa!” he gasped.
He seized his whistle and ran into the troop
street. He blew loudly and vigorously three times.
It was wasted effort. Every man there was a regular. They were jumping into their clothes as fast
as they could. Brown proceeded to do the same.

Captain Murphy of Troop A came riding into the
street on a horse whose saddle was put on backwards. His hat was awry. He was minus one
boot. wore his Sam Browne belt in apparent ignor-

ance of the fact that he had forgoten to don a shirt
first.

cavalry here is because Villa is going to raid Douglas. They say that he has half of Mexico at his

the excited horses, who seemed to know what that

back this time. He is the big shot below the line.
We may get into a fight any time. You all may

call had meant too. Bugles all about them were repeating the call as the regulations commanded.

see plenty of Mexico within the next few weeks.”
The hum of conversation ceased. The 7th Cavalry trooper was asked to explain.

He did.

“I’m surprised that you fellows don’t know. Why
the story is all over camp. Villa is said to have
fifty thousand men now. He is going to raid American towns and American banks along the border
until he gets enough money to go down and kick
out the existing government in Mexico City. It
would be just like him to raid Douglas right under
our noses and then ride through the camp on his
way back. It would be the sort of thing that would
appeal to him. You fellows will probably see plenty of action.”

‘The explanation caused a murmur of discussion.
‘The veterans talked over the possibilities in a matter-of-fact way. The recruits became nervous.
Sergeant Brown, in the air of a born skeptic, ob-

He found his men striving desperately to saddle

Men were attempting to hold a saber, rifle and pistol belt, and to calm their mounts, struggling about,
getting in each other’s way, with shirt or trousers
but half-on, perhaps a shoe, boot or campaign hat
missing, all simultaneously.
Murphy’s furious
commands were powerless to untangle the outfit.
The call to horse did not cease. Buglers all over
the camp kept it up. The infantry regiments took
up their own call to arms. Murphy’s half-dressed
troop had already sustained more damage than
Villa would ever give them. ‘The_ sorry-looking
cavalcade presently rode out on the parade ground,

ready for the Villistas.

There they found the rest

of the regiment arriving in as much disarray as

themselves.

At the opposite end of the drill-field

the 7th Cavalry seemed in not much better shape.

Colonel Tommy Tompkins, rough, gruff and ready,

The discussion broke up with the dice and

rode over to the commanding officer of the 4th Cavalry and asked,
“What’s it all about? Where do we go from
herer
“Just what I was going to ask you”, the colonel
of the regiment, that had just arrived from Hawaii,
replied.

card games. ‘The lights were put out at taps and
most of the assembly retired to their respective

The bewildered provost guard and a host of M.
P’s appeared on the scene. But little later Major-

served cheerfully, “Don’t you kids worry.
‘It’s
probably only a badger game of some sort.”
The 7th Cavalry troopers became vociferous in

their defense of the possibilities and potentialities
of an attack by Villa and his numberless insurrec-

tos.

tents.

General Smith arrived at that point for it was nearPage fifteen

est to the border. He was looking for a Mexican
attack, half-expecting to see the 4th and 7th Cavalry
engaged in a desperate conflict with the huge force

brought before a general courts-martial. His defense all through it, was that he had been merely

that rumor had credited to Villa.
Tompkins said,

advocate asked,
“Why were you practicing?”

Colonel ‘Tommy

“The call came from some other point, I’m sure.

It is strange that I hear no firing.”
“It is the same old story”, Smith snapped, apparently unconscious of the fact that his trousers were
on backwards. “Here we have a force large enough
to make a grease spot out of this Villa and as usual
we can’t find him.”

The general was about to order the provost commander to make a thorough investigation of the affair when—

“Tar-a-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta !”
Boots and saddles again!

on his horse.

Every man stiffened

The bugles once more took up the

repeat of the call throughout the camp. The call
had apparently originated from the shadows near
the flagpole.
The official group spurred their
mounts in that direction. The officers that had
been filtering in from other units, after having
traced the call to the 4th Cavalry area, followed

them.

‘There lay Hammond at peace with the

world, his back against the flagpole, shirtless, bootless, a jug in one hand and a bugle in the other.

Colonel ‘Tommy Tompkins descended from his

practicing.

In the cross-examination the judge-’

“So I could get my stripes”, Hammond explained
desperately.
“You'll get them all right”, the prosecutor replied.
“Will 1?” Hammond inquired hopefully.
“Yes—in Leavenworth.”

The court found Hammond guilty.

‘The room

was cleared and the decisions were handed in. General Smith was the president of the court. He had
been interested in the case. He began reading the
decisions.
“To be shot at sunrise; to be hung; forty years
in Leavenworth; come, gentlemen, don’t you think
these decisions area little severe? My own deci-

sion is a suspended fine of fifteen dollars.”
His grin was infectious. The other’ members of
the courts-martial began to smile. -Hammond’s
practicing had become the joke of all Army camps
west of the Mississippi. Colonel Tommy ‘Tompkins
began laughing,

“Say, weren't we funny! I never saw such a
weird-looking bunch of outfits in my life. Why
when I got back to my quarters I found my shirt
inside out and one of my boots only half-on. We
needed the practice more than Hammond did.”

horse. He shook the bugler roughly by the shoulder. Hammond glanced blearily around. He apparently did not see the death-dealing looks that
were focused upon him from all directions. Final-

of hearty laughs as each ridiculous event of that
famous night was recalled. Presently the prisoner

ly his care-free eye rested on Colonel Tommy Tomp-

was called in and General Smith addressed him.

kins of the fighting 7th.

“Hello, lieutenant”, he said cheerfully. “What
cher want?”
“What are you doing here?” Tompkins demanded
in tones that would have sent a soldier to his knees
under ordinary conditions.

“Jusht practishin’,” Hammond explained with an
owlish grin.
Hammond awoke in the guard house. His companions believed that he would stay there from then
on. However, they were wrong. The bugler was
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The ire of the court was replaced by successions

“The court finds you guilty of violating the 96th

Article of War and fines you fifteen dollars.

The

fine is suspended by the order of the court.”
Hammond took a deep breath. He had expected
the guard house to become his permanent home.
General Smith added,

“And for one who was merely practicing, Hammond, you certainly had a large audience though an
unappreciative one. Hereafter, whenever you practice, pick out either a sound-proof vault or a desert
island. ‘The Courts-Martial is adjourned.”

These Assignments
By ROBERT J. FLANNAGAN
Bob Flannagan, also a sophomore, writes in a light
vein. With his fine sense of humor and is apt phraseology, he promises to become a popular contributor to

the Exponent.

If he doesn't disappoint us, our next

issue will give him a big spread.

twenty eonian minutes of indecision I finally hit
upon the desperate idea of spending my efforts in
an anonymous invective on my most disliked prefect with intent to show what a menace such peo-.

ple are to society, with a few possible remedies

B nine o’clock tomorrow morning I must have
in the hands of my professor a paper on

something or other, so I take pen in hand in
this year of grace, etc., (you'll find it on the first

page of Stevenson’s “Treasure Island”) and prepare to write on some subject that will stir the entirety of mankind although only two of its members will probably ever see it—my professor and
I. ‘Topics of varied character and degrees of interest cross my mind, but like apparently beautiful
clouds in the distance that turn out to be rain carriers, most of them, on close inspection, prove to be
unsuitable to my purpose. So I must struggle on
with the meagre thoughts that come to me and
strive to concoct a theme.
I now settle myself to serious and deep thought,

even though I| realize that the mental strain of real
thinking will most likely cause an over-taxation of
the brain. But still I am pondering, groping. It is
all beginning to seem utterly useless. But wait—
ah! at last I see it coming, gradually shaping itself
like some dim gathefing of mist about me; | feel
its vague intangible presence—it draws in upon
me—An Inspiration! I am keyed to the highest
pitch of emotion, when bang! my door slams. Footsteps thump across my rug. It is here, my theme
is marching across the floor to me and as it reaches

(such as exile or even murder) thrown in at no
extra charge. So I lock my door and reassume the
normal position for writing, and proceed to unleash

a verbal diatribe about this certain individual. At
the height of my business of relieving my pent-up
emotions in the aforementioned manner a key is
stealthily inserted into my lock. It turns, and so

do my head and eyes.

At the climax of the two

movements the door swings rapidly open and there

stands none other than the gentleman in question.
Depict my confusion and chagrin “si vous pouvez”.
With a very gentlemanly “Good evening” and a
mental preparation for the worst, I hastily conceal
my diabolical manuscript. But this time his message was not of the usual type that is directed to

me, instead, it is to the effect that the late privilege
for which I had timidly asked has been granted.
The prefect and I then engaged in a lengthy con-

versation, after which my sentiments towards him
completely change. I no more regard him as the
target of my literary onslaught. As he shuts the
door with a light thud I hear again the faint gong

knelling the passing of another so-called inspiration.
By now my mind and body have entered a state

death of my first “inspiration”.

of utter despair and exasperation. First my imagination sinks into a lethargy of rumblings and discontentedness. What good is all this bother anyway? Nine chances out of a hundred I| can’t pass
the course anyway. So, why not let it go! But
then I think of my scholastic reputation which
cries out to be upheld. The low spark of ambition

After gladly administering to the wants of my
unheralded and inopportune visitor (as Macbeth
would willingly have given Banquo’s ghost his last
suit for a hasty exit) I mechanically go into the

is fanned up into a flame of hope and determination—it develops into a roaring inferno of wild
fantastic ideas. Why not write about the end of
the world or even of the downfall of these great

my desk it yells for the third time (according to
its own testimony) “Got a cigarette?” Like the
forboding crash of some Oriental gong of doom the
voice of one of the dormitory pests announces the

This sec-

United States as they call them! ‘Treat some grave

ond movement, as a musical composer undoubtedly
would name it, consists in the conventional and
time-honored routine of pacing up and down the

and vital marriage problems, prohibition, birth control, the hopeless economic condition of the country,—be dramatic, be forceful—move the world!

second stage of working up a subject.

room, head down, hands clasped behind the back in

pure

Napoleonic

fashion.

After

approximately

Whew! This sudden rush of thoughts has tired me
out and the consequent period of relaxation sets in.
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After all this feverish rush up to a crazy crescendo
an down again, I find myself right back where I
started from. It all seems like a great merry-goround, on which one starts off, goes through a dazz-

up my spine to the very roots of my hair. The only
illumination is that thrown off by my little desk
lamp, the glare of which utterly prevents my see-

ling series of fast swirls and sober glides, only to

have the feeling of one lost in a strange wilderness
in the dead of night. The slightest noise or snore
beats upon my eardrums with such violence that I

get off onto the same platform by which he
ascended.
If Diogenes had found the man who first wrote,

“Tempus Fugit” his life work and misery would
surely have ended. A glance at my timepiece delivers to me the shocking news that fully two and a
half hours have sped and | still have no more than
the heading and the date on my paper. At this rate,
even that will have to be discarded because the
paper bears the date of yesterday—it is now 12:30

ing beyond its small circle of eerie radiance.

am forced to wince.

Oh, oh!

What’s that?

|

A

faint shuffling noise like the distant scraping of
dry bones. It seems to be coming from the end of
the corridor; it is drawing nearer, or does my imag-

ination play tricks with my senses? No, it can’t be
that—it’s too distinct. There it is again. Now |

clearly hear it outside my door.

Quiet.

Not a

sound now. Then like the Evil Demon himself
pounding on the gates of Hell my prefect informs

A. M.! The dormitory is as still as death but not

me that it’s time I were in bed, and slowly shuffles

nearly so consoling’‘for me. The booming silence
about me makes me feel a bit uneasy. I decide that

off again into the silence. I wish he wouldn’t wear
those scrapy slippers at night! I am fully brought
to my senses, only to be greeted with the unhappy
thought that I am still groping in the dark for a
theme—and class only eight hours away.

a little glass of water and a stretch will help me
pull myself together, but the very squeak of my
chair being shoved back sends a creepy sensation
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The Sacred Jewel of the
Lotus Flower
By N. DIDISHKO.
Nick, the Exponent lyricist, has altered his medium

step stood dull-bronze idols; all, however, had half

for the while. His latest is a short story with an Ortental flavor, through which his lyrical soul peeps unwittingly. He is an engineering student, a sophomore
(another?), with a highly developed literary sense.
Why not, engineers?

turned heads, lifted gaze and weeping eyes—the

tears trickling down their cheeks onto the steps
and causing the only noise that broke the silence
in this sacred hall, the palace of pillars and the
world of idols.

|: the past Boxer revolution which threatened
the rich provinces of China, the haughty domains of the Mandarin, there were in his empire

a few precious high-minded men who took every step
to hold aloft China’s imperial standard and her age-

old fame.

One of the patriots was Yi Nana Sing,

He mounted the steps, and as he

looked up he beheld a majestic throne, the seat of
the great Buddha, surrounded by a large halo which
flamed with bright amber light, illuminating the
palace with mellow tints; but the throne was vacant. He was all flaming with passionate desire of
seeing his god, but, alas! he was disappointed and
advanced towards the vacant throne; the halo flame

young, talented, but proud, bearing the title of Dalai
Lama for he was a servant of Buddha and steeped
to the lips in Buddhistic lore. He believed thoroughly in the old China and her secular culture
which to his mind called for no revolution in aid of
putting her in the front ranks of the world powers.
One summer day whilst pondering over the problems of his kingdom and how he might smother the
simmering revolutionary spirit, he wandered along
one of the most beautiful lakes of the Mandarin’s

“Go look for my eye; it is in a lotus flower; you will
find it; it is egg-shaped and glitters with the very
colors of the rainbow. In it are written the sacred

magnificent palace. Seating himself on a stone near

characters of thy prayer “Om Mani Padmi Hum!”.

the shore he gazed on the calm and tranquil waters
;
patches of stately lotus flowers rising from the green
bosom of the lake rode at rippling anchorage on
the quiet waters. Yi Nana Sing praised the sacred
flowers of Buddha, turned his prayer-wheel a thousand times asking Buddha to help him in the diffculties then preying on his mind, and ere long gently fell asleep.
His prayers were heard and answered in a dream.
Yi Nana Sing’s dream was most peculiar; he saw
himself in a large hall, the hall of judgment and
transmigration. It was a low hall with thousands
of pillars and endless perspective and incredible
magnificence: everything was of ebony and damascene gold, interlaid with precious stones that spar-

Take it, place it before my altar in your temple; set

kled with life; the air was filled with incense and

was laden with costly perfumes, whilst throughout
reigned a silence broken only by a monotonous dripping of water now and then. The Dalai Lama

turned round and a powerful amber light streamed
from one end of the hall.

There he saw thirteen

gorgeously carved steps and on each side of each

parted from the interior, and he could see as through
a golden cave a splendid pond which was full of
lotus flowers, and on a golden boat, that moved by
itself, Buddha himself looking in each flower was

searching for his lost eye.

The Dalai Lama ap-

proached but a step, and heard a voice which said:

incense over it and offer praise to me. Then look
long and read the characters within the gem; repeat them thrice and go into the world with the
gift of knowing man’s thoughts, placing your hands
on the jewel when you wish to read them. With
this you shall have the power to stamp out revolution and save your country and the Mandarin. A
thunder-clap followed; the golden halo slowly vanished; Yi Nana Sing was first flung to the floor and

then whirled from the palace of pillars. He awoke
with a start and all wet, for it was raining hard.
How long he had slept he did not know, but he
was eager to perform his mission. He leaped intoa
boat and pushed off in search of the holy stone, the
jewel of the sacred lotus flower and the lost eye of
the Great Buddha.
It grew dark, the rain ceased, and the moon began playing with the waters and whispering to the
flowers; but Dalai Lama was still in quest of the
stone, and there were yet a few flowers of the “Pond

of the Skies” to be examined.

He rowed his boat
Page nineteen

to the last group of lotuses, carefully searching in
each flower. At last, in the chalice of one, the rain
had got imprisoned and crystallized into a gem of
magnificent beauty, and spotless, clearest lustre.
With trembling hands and beating breast, Yi Nana

Sing lifted the treasure from the flower and holding it to the moon, saw it glitter. Yet the light was
pale and mellow, radiating into all the colors of the
rainbow; in its core were variegated characters of
the prayer “Om Mani Padmi Hum”. Quickly did
the Dalai Lama conceal his find in a bosom-pocket,
and making sure of his wraps, made speedily for the

shore.

He was so fatigued that he left at once for

his chambers where he found rest, awaking only

after the following night, just before dawn.
Remembering his mission, his recent experience
began to absorb his thoughts to the exclusion of all

else. He chuckled to himself over the power which
this jewel would give him. His young heart and
ambitious soul grew bold, and, dizzy with the favor
of the gods, he saw himself before his Mandarin
reading the thoughts of the Lamas and working
wonders in the sight of the people. Pride began
to shroud his mind and subtle temptation to perturb

his soul.

He pictured the Great Dalai Lama bow-

ing before him whilst he was reading thoughts and
telling all, that he himself, and not Buddha, is god.

Thus did this proud young man Dalai Lama, having
received the precious gift from Buddha’s bounty.
. With these haughty thoughts he paced his splen-

did halls; before the idol his hand went by instinct
to the prayer-wheel, but he flung it away saying
“henceforth it shall be turned to me alone”. Just
then he remembered, all of a sudden, that he had

not yet offered his sacrifice of incense and that the

promise of Buddha was not yet guaranteed.

His

treasure which would not make him a god but mere-

ly a higher servant of Buddha.

He looked at the

lamas, read their intentions, became a sadder man,
for they were all jealous of him and were plotting
against his life. Being young, proud and brave he
turned round and said: “I shall not disturb you,
for you plot against me, but Buddha shall avenge my
blood!” The lamas were terror-stricken; yet this

only embittered them the more. Yi Nana Sing left
the assembly heartbroken, because two of his own
brothers were among the conspirators. He left for

the Mandarin’s palace, and after having done ceremony befitting his rank, crawled up to the Emperor

on his stomach. The Emperor sat on a beautiful
throne, calm as an idol, his hands resting on his
knees and his fingers tapering down into long golden tubes designed to protect His Majesty’s finger

nails. Still on all fours, not daring to look up, he
spoke thus: “Most noble Mandarin! I, Dalai
Lama, Yi Nana Sing, servant of Buddha and thy
slave, have come to beg your permission for a thousand of your chosen guard with which I shall strike
the rebels who have arisen in the mountains and
who are preparing to slay us. I have a special mission from our Buddha, and in his name, with only a
thousand men I will annihilate them one and all.”

“Go, it is granted thee!” was the laconic reply.
Thanking the Emperor, Dalai Lama lifted up his
eyes gaily but did not dare to look again, for he
read the Sovereign’s thoughts, and crawling back he

cursed to himself. The Grand Dalai Lama had deceived the Mandarin, for the latter’s intention was
to give him the very men who were to assassinate

him just as they would leave the city.

“What!” said Yi Nana Sing, “am I not a god?
I will go to

heart shrank back to his former petty self, and again
he turned the prayer-wheel saying “Om Mani Pad-

and the whole palace is against me!

mi Hum”,
The temple was dim as usual, filled with mystery

love, and take her to Tibet, for I have vast property
there, and after I am forgotten I will return as a
god.”

and awe. He advanced before the great Buddha,
placed the stone on the altar, heaped rich incense
over it and set it aflame. Then he raised his gaze
to the face of the idol and prostrated himself on the

ground.

The smoke lifted suddenly like a whirl-

wind, and he gazed at the jewel and read the characters, the words of power. He did not perceive

that as the smoke:arose, Buddha smiled at the proud
Dalai Lama and despised his evil intention.

Thus

Yi Nana Sing was given the power to read human
thoughts.

Tala Lun the famous Chinese court dancer and my

He entered a rich litter and directed the carriers
to her quarters. He was soon there, and as he entered she ran out to meet him, laughing gaily and
expressing her joy. She took him into her room,
seated him before her, and smiling joyously, began
to recount all that had happened during the past
days. He was glad and his heart seemed to have
forgotten the sorrows which had befallen him as he

looked on this beauty, so eager to please him. He

He entered the council of the Older Dalai Lamas

forgot to look into her heart and read her mind,
since he had never doubted her, but just at this

with the Great Dalai Lama seated in the center.

moment he touched the sacred gem and looked at

They all inquired where he had been for the past

her face.

few days.

He did not wish to explain, because it

ringing merrily, her soul said: “Oh you have wor-

was not to his interest to let the people know of his

ried me long enough, give me a gift and get out; I
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Though her laughter was pleasant and

care for another, not for you.”

He sprang to his

the waters; as once before, the moonbeams played

feet, his eyes were bloodshot, he grabbed her by
the throat, told her all he read in her evil mind and
with one strong plunge of the dagger sent her to be
judged by Buddha.
Straight he went to the temple, his conscience reproaching him for his dreadful crime; there he
placed the jewel in a little golden cup. He ground
it to powder as fine as dust, put some incense over

with the waters and whispered to the lotus flowers.

it, lit it and throwing the goblet at the idol, left al-

Lama, Yi Nana Sing.
From that day the lotus flowers have bent their

He lit his pipe. A few dark clouds of opium smoke
rose to the sky from a dissatisfied rebel; he stretched

his hands forward then fell into the boat again
dreaming, not of Buddha, but magic dreams which
these dreadful fumes wave over the human intellect.
The boat capsized and down he went, altogether unconscious. Thus still happy, sank the young Dalai

together broken-hearted, for his domains. There he
did not stay long; he took only his pipe and left for

lovely heads over the green bosom of the murmur-

the “Sacred Pond of the Skies”. Entering a small

ing waters.

boat he moved to the center of the pond. It was
dark already. The flowers were all rising erect over

Mandarin’s yoke and the glory of old China per-

The rebels just then over-threw the

ished on account of pride.
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The Apostolic School of Japan
The Apostotic ScHooL has been established at Urakami, near Nagasaki, to
bring up apostles; namely, to give a thorough Christian education to virtuous and
talented boys and young men among the Japanese Christians, in order to prepare
them for the priesthood, the religious state, or the important duties of teacher and
catechist.

Motto of the School—*Christianize Japan by means of the Japanese.”
Pope Pius X, in sending his special blessing to the School and its benefactors,
directed Cardinal Merry del Val, his Secretary of State, to write as follows: “It
is a pleasure for me to inform your Reverence of the high and special satisfaction

with which our Holy Father has learned of the foundation of an Apostolic School
near Urakami in the Empire of Japan.”’
The Bishops of Japan, in a letter to the Superior of the Brothers of Mary in
Japan, who have taken charge of the school, state that the Society of Mary is
acquiring “a new claim upon the gratitude of the Bishops of Japan who make it
their duty to approve the enterprise and to call upon it the blessing of Heaven.”

The Exponenv’ will make special efforts to establish both yearly ($120) and
permanent ($2,000) scholarships.
fully accepted.

Any sum, however small, will be most grate-

Our Friends are invited to enter one of the following classes:
1.

Founders, by establishing permanent scholarships of $2,000.

2.

Founders of the Second Rank, by offering $1,000.

3. Guardians, by paying for one pupil during the whole course of his studles; i. e., annually $120, the sum required to maintain a young man during one year#
4.

Subscribers, by offering $5 a year.

5.

Associates, by giving any small alms or by promising daily to recite the

prayer of St. Francis for the conversion of pagans.

6. Promoters, by making known the ApostoLic ScHooL and by inducing
others to assist in making of Japan a Christian nation.
Address all communications to

THE EXPONENT,
University of Dayton,
Dayton, Ohio
THE Exponent will take special pleasure in forwarding gifts and names of
donors to the AposToLic ScHoor and will regularly publish an itemized statement
of all receipts.
Up to date there have been completed two permanent full scholarships of
$2,000 each and two half scholarships of $1,000 each and, including the recent

donation of $120.75 received from Rev. August Frische, of the McBride High
School, of St. Louis, Mo., there is the sum of $1,206.08 on hand towards another
scholarship.
In sending a contribution, fill out the following blank:

Enclosed please find an (annual) contribution of $.............. for the
Apostolic School of Japan.
Natie cb IONE
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Belles-Lettres
By WILLIAM J. HOEFLER
Hoefler has opinions. What is better, he releases
them, and this time in the interests of the good old
“Arts”. He claims much for the Arts man, and whether
you agree with him or not, you must, perforce, admit

that he embodies in himself the strongest evidence m
support of his claims: he can, and he does express himself.

try, would you go to the underworld districts, see
the denizens of it, be blind to all the rest of the

nation and judge the country accordingly? What
would you think of a foreigner who visited Dayton,
and who would confine his impressions to the city

jail? Why do Chicagoans become angry or amused
when they are immediately associated with racket-

[ seems to have become the vogue during the
last few months to “pan” the Arts and Letters course. Students, following other branches
of study, uncorrugate their brows long enough to
perceive a few arts students going their unhurried,
unworried and apparently unoccupied way. They
form and express some unfavorable opinions of the
Beaux Arts. 1 have in my mind particularly one
case where an engineer, having overheard a disucssion upon the requirements for the coveted B.
A., remarked in his most provocative tone,
“Well, what are you going to do with it when

you get it?”
Well, it is useless to attempt to convince anyone
who does not wish to be convinced.

When beaten

by all the laws of logic such a one can still argue.
That case and the general air of criticism about the
campus has induced me to take up the pen in defense of the arts vocation.
The general opinion is that the arts course is the
easiest in the curriculum of the university. In reality it is the hardest. I am certain that the critics
of the so-called “snap course” will take issue with

me on that statement.

They will doubtless point

eers and gangsters?
The truth of the matter is that one gets out of
the arts course just what he puts into it. The careless man, who, perhaps, doesn’t even read his texts,
who merely listens in at lectures, who even perhaps dozes in class after being out late the night
before, can get through the arts course, it is true.
But when he acquires his degree, he should know

deep in his heart that he has received no education.
His was a “four years’ loaf”. He spent a four-year
sentence as much as any prisoner in the penitentiary. Perhaps he had his reasons. If he wishes
to reap no benefits from his investment, that is his
business.

He is no real arts student.

He is far in

the minority. Moreover he is not confined to the
arts department. ‘This type is to be found in every
course. Why criticize the arts department, then?
The arts course is the hardest course. It is harder
than the rest because the qualities which an arts
man must cultivate in order to succeed are subtle
and hard to grasp.
I have pointed out that I do not consider success the mere receipt of a sheepskin. A successful
arts man is the one who hasa trained and culti-

They

vated mind. He trains his imagination. Imagination is what distinguishes western civilization

will bring our attention to the fact that all who
wish to get through college as easily as possible

from Oriental stagnation.
A narrow, technical
study of things that already exist tends to warp the

are in the arts course.

inventive qualities of the mind. We distinguish the

out that a man can pass through the arts depart-

ment with a very small minimum of study.

The man who came to

school to play football rather than to train himself
for a profession or for a business is to be found in
the arts course. All who wish to deceive fond
parents into believing that their son is receiving a
complete education are to be found in the arts

mediocre from the brilliant
quality of imagination that
other has. ‘The successful
stimulated imagination. He

course. ‘They perceive that the idle son of the very

business meetings, at banquets or even on the low-

wealthy is in this course.

ly soapbox. If he has something to say he can say
it. He can express himself in writing. Because

They add another name

to our much-abused belles-lettres.

They call it

engineer by the high
the one lacks and the
arts man possesses a
can express himself on

the rostrum, platform, stage, in the classroom, at

the “rich man’s course”. Perhaps all this is true to
a certain extent, but why judge a-society by its

these two virtues are rare, people will listen.

careless members?

has once acquired the broad culture consequent on

If you visited a foreign coun-

true arts man is never narrow-minded.

The

When he

Page twenty-three

his training he hasa lifetime to specialize on some

stage, where even in this modern age, they have

certain profession.

never been surpassed. It was Greek and Roman
culture that turned the conquering barbarian into

Commerce and engineering graduates claim that
the arts education is useless. The arts graduate
has a struggle before he gets anywhere. I think

the claim is unjust. They compare the best phase
of one class with the worst phase of the other. Let
us compare the worst of one to the worst of the

other.

Then things will be somewhat more equal.

Some engineers seem to think that the great industrial concerns are waiting with bated breath for

their graduation.

Others seem to think it is mere-

ly a question of which bank they are going to be
president. It pains me to wipe away the mists of
illusion. I know of engineering students, experts

the nations which rule the world today. This course
still keeps alive the precious germ of imagination
and invention. It teaches a man to dream. From
the dreams of Verne arose the submarine, the airplane, the Zeppelin. Without dreams our civilization would stagnate and fall into decay. Why cri-

ticize the arts course, hallowed with age, ever stimulating fellow sciences to new things and to new
ways of doing things? Continued mechanical, com-

mercial and legal advances would be impossible if
we lost the habit of accepting new thought and new
theories, which arts and letters cultivate.

in calculus, mathematics, strength of materials and

Trained men in the professions, of which this

what not, having considerable expert laboratory experience in discovering what a shovelful of dirt

course is the mother, is the crying need of industrial
America. Europe far outclasses us in this regard.

weighs.

The same laboratory of experience also

taught them how many cubic centimeters of arnica
it takes to relieve blisters and backache. I know of
commerce students who, upon asking for an accounting position for the two-hundredth time, were

Furopeans understand far better the value of a
hnely balanced, logical mind. Take the field of political science alone. In Europe a man must be a
university graduate before he can be appointed to

conducted to a gas station and taught that four

a government position. Her great statesmen are
arts men. Diplomacy is such a fine science and her

gallons of gasoline is really five and told to start

statesmen are such artists that our American states-

in. So to the observer it is not only the arts student who has to start in at the bottom. Education
gives no one a special privilege over his fellowmen.
He has to prove his right to a responsible position
first. All professions are over-crowded. Only the

man with the real ability gets ahead.
It is a common criticism that the system of study
which I am defending prepares its personnel for
nothing. I beg to differ. The professions which
spring from gradual specialization in the broad
field of arts are law, medicine, journalism, peda-

gogy, authorship, the stage, or any of the fine arts.

The arts student has a large field from which to
pick his vocation. When he does he never stops
studying. He has at his fingertips the vast laboratory of nature.
Arts was the first university course. It existed
before all others. From the stimulated imaginations it produced, sprang the industrial revolution.
The science of arts and letters antedates any other
by thousands of years. When Archimedes was
struggling with the elementary laws of physics,
Aristotle had long propounded his marvelous system of philosophy. Greek fine arts had reached a
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men suffer by contrast. Our nation has but few
great statesmen. The rest of the office-holders are
mere popular traffickers in politics, who swing a
few more votes than their competitors. The abuses
in our unwieldy governmental machinery can be
traced to this. Here alone is a vast field for the
arts man.
Our nation needs statesmen rather
than politicians. The arts student is better quali-

hed to be a “human” engineer than the graduate
of any other course. He has an insight into philosophy, psychology, historical backgrounds, foreign
policies and, in short, he has all the qualities that
make the statesman.

The culture of America is in the hands of the
men who hold the A. B. degree. They will form a
separate American culture, a separate American
system of thought, a separate American literature,
a separate American civilization. Therefore, do not
malign the arts course itself. Criticize its members
if you will, but do not judge the whole by one of
its heterogeneous parts. When America finally
produces a Milton, an Aristotle, or a Shakespeare,

the chances are that he will have graduated from
the college of liberal arts.

“The Good Old Days”
By LOUIS OTTO
i N these days of rapid advancement in science

perhaps, to make the older generation a trifle pes-

and ideas of civilization, it would be difficult

simistic. ‘Thus, their once fiery ambition cooled,
their once sought for goal sunk in hopeless oblivion, they have developed a certain hardness and
caution, a wariness against anything new or radically different,—all, because they failed to make

indeed to find some daring soul, convinced in
his own mind and heart, that our material progress
has not been pure gain. The world does move, it
is true, not only in the universe but in regard to
science, commerce, and customs of society. Still,
it seems to me, that as our nation advances materi-

ally, it apparently suffers a loss elsewhere, in its
spiritual welfare and happiness, taken in its broadest sense.

Although as a whole we generally admit our
progress a benefit, strangely, and yet humanly,
each succeeding older generation seems, as a matter
of fact, to look askance at the youth of the day, and
to predict multi-farious evils for the entire human
race when they themselves have passed away. They
“cannot understand what the world is coming to”.
In the same breath they hasten to recall the pleasant memories of their own youth and younger days
when “no one ever thought of such a thing”. Horace mentions such narrow-minded pessimists in his
odes, written two thousand years ago. If this fact
is shown to them, they reply that “but the present

their own ideals and dreams come true.

Conse-

quently, eager youth can find little favor with them.
‘Then, too, there is a second reason for their adverse
opinion. “Distant pastures are always greenest,”
and thoughts of that distant period of their own
youth cloak those days of the past as a time of unsurpassed happiness and joy. They do not see the
actual facts as an entity, but only the pleasant,
agreeable events, either important or commonplace,

which they wish to remember and long to bring
back. Psychologists tell us, however, that one of

the characteristics of the mind is the ability to for-

case is different, etc., ad nauseam’. Such people

get suffering, heartache, disappointment with the
passing of Time, the great healer. Meanwhile the
rosy view of the past places it beyond comparison
with the youth they encounter in their middle age.
They are prejudiced, but in- all justice to human
nature with all its limitations, they are not to be
blamed,

have existed as long as human nature, centuries
before the heyday of Rome; and we still have them
in our midst, looking for too much in the past, and
missing the good points of the present.

members of the younger generation, those who
adopt all the privileges and even what might be
called the abuses of the new age. ‘To these ener-

But that may be wandering from the main point,
and even creating an impression that I do not de-

getic spirits, those people, who are past the prime |
of life and have their youth buried in “ancient”

At the other extreme are the so-called typical

sire to form. The older generation, looking back

history, seem to be useless relics impeding the prog-

through rose-colored glasses, is usually at one extreme in its sweeping condemnation of the chang-

ress of the world, and deserve the contemptuous

ing times. But these people are not to blame. The

a multitude of sins.

two factors which cause this condition seemingly

In judging the respective merits of our present
mode of life and that of our fathers and grandfathers, only the unprejudiced is able to understand

come to most people just as gray hair and wrinkles,
and I might add, at about the same time in life.
First we must acknowledge that middle age itself

title of mid-Victorians, a name that is used to cover

fully the worthy and unworthy features of each. To

of life to keep themselves constantly in tune with

begin with, it is only fair to admit that each period
really has or had its good points as well as those
which might be termed unfavorable. The rule of

what is going on about them, and to understand

the golden mean is applicable here as in most any

the new influences that affect the lives of younger
people, as yet unsettled in the world. Then, too,

discussion or opinion on a subject. To my way of
thinking, however, through invention, industrial

has numerous problems of its own to face.

As a

result it is difficult for average persons of that state

past experience may not have been kind to them.

progress, and advance in civilization, we have both

The rebuffs of the world, to a great extent, tend,

gained and lost.

On what side is the balance? We
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have gained comforts for our body, and lost them
for our mind. The making of money has become

the end of our lives, and we think it alone can bring
us happiness and contentment. Education has become more widespread, but it is handed out to us
on platters for practical purposes alone, and we
have forgotten how to think for ourselves.

Let us consider the invention and development
of the motor car, a great thing in itself. In many
ways it has been of immense value to mankind—
ways, too varied and numerous to mention without
careful forethought.

And yet, what has it done for

man himself? ‘True it helps him in his work, and
affords him opportunities of pleasure and travel at
his leisure. On the other hand, there is, to begin
with, the discontent at not having a car. Then if
one is purchased, and its services are available,
pleasure must, quite frequently, wait on necessity.
Competition, the zest of modern life, eagerness to
outdo one’s neighbor, perhaps demands a newer or

larger model.

Members of the individual family,

where modern liberty reigns among the children,
contend with one another to make use of the vehicle. It is a means of happiness, certainly, but it is
also a cause of considerable unhappiness, anxiety,
jealousy—anything but peace of mind.
In the era of the horse and buggy, that means.
of transportation never attained the widespread use
the motor has today. People made use of their legs
to a larger extent, not merely as a matter of expediency but for genuine pleasure as well. A sixty mile
an hour rate in a high-powered automobile may indeed be a pleasure, but its thrill appeals to highstrung nerves and excitable minds, craving action,
probably a result of our mechanical way of living
at top speed. Nowadays we complain if we must
walk, even as far as to a public conveyance. Few
people seem to find pleasure in what is becoming

tutes that science has given us for our legs, we

think we are happy.

But, are we?

Furthermore, we have come to judge our attainments by the money we have accumulated. All
along the line, from youth to age, money seems the
criterion of success. It makes no difference whether
a man be satisfied with his lot if it is a low one, or
whether he do his work and perform his family du-

ties faithfully, he is, in the eyes of the outside
world, merely another nonentity, if not a down-

right failure.

Such judgment of standards natural-

ly warps the entire commercial viewpoint of a nation. We have commercialized education, the cele-

bration of Christmas and other holidays, politics
and the government of the nation. There is no
need to go into these points for they are self-evident
to any honest observer.
Take the question of education alone. ‘True, it
is at present more easily available than ever before,

reaching as it does down to the masses.

But mass

education means education according to mass standards, not according to the individual. Because the

majority of people are the average type, a small
majority at that, all are indiscriminately fitted to
schooling to which but a small number are adapted.

Then, too, the substance of our education has
changed. Our industrial progress and expansion
seems to demand men trained in the more practical
courses, leaving all other courses which are not
directly a help in business or approaches to the professions, to such who are foolish enough to waste
their time on them. The vast majority are of
course ambitious to succeed, and choose according-

ly.

Following such a program, the dictates of a

few control the thinking of all.

This is quite dif-

ferent from former times, when, though uneducated
according to modern standards, a man could shrewd-

A hike in

ly think out his own problems and form opinions of

the country is almost unheard of; even the Boy
Scouts (those | have known at least) make their

his own, uninfluenced by a force of specially prepared idea-rammers.

hike to camp on a motor truck. The nearest thing

There are many good things to our age if they
are used properly. It cannot be denied, but the

a lost art, as auto-production increases.

to a walk is a possible stroll along the city streets
of an afternoon. What was formerly a prime means
of enjoyment as well as exercise, from the ramble in
the woods to the leisurely stroll down lovers’ lane,
has dwindled disastrously for us. In the substi-
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“good old days” in my opinion had the advantage

in making possible a happy, contented life, marked

by simple yet satisfying pleasure, and unhampered
by modern complexities.

New Ideas in College Education
By THOMAS DEVINE
Tom Devine, another second year man, is one of our

‘Such being the condition, it was natural that

most reliable contributors. He is a go-getter, with a

parents should wish to make known certain facts

fine sense of responsibility. Just now he is concerned
with things educational. His reflections on recent
movements in college education are provocative of seri-

ous thought. He who reads may learn.
A DAM, we are told by the Biblical text, was su-

premely happy in Paradise.

His very exist-

ence, his surroundings, his every move, were

the ideal of existence, surroundings and movement.
Then on the stage of human activity enters the

character of Eve.

She too, in the beginning, was

ideal, but lurking in the background of contentment was the forbidden fruit. Too well do we all
know how the two succumbed to temptation and
partook of the apple.

No sooner had their teeth punctured the highly

of devious natures to their offsprings.

Primarily,

these were of a religious nature, knowledge of material things being secondary. Thus at first these
instructions came from the home. But eventually
the need of a public fountain of learning was rec-

ognized.

Out of this recognition sprang up the

Boston Latin school, which took the lead for learning in the New England sector, whereas William

and Mary college became the pioneer in the South.
With the inception of these two institutions the
Great Educational Movement was under way.

Success, not of the mushroom or Florida real
estate type, but that slow steady growth that denotes the soundness of the institution, was the re-

sult.

In quick succession other instiutions sprang

Adam and Eve have striven for something that is

up and before many years there was a school of
higher learning in every section of the colonies.
On through every period, during prosperity and
depression, in war and in peace, the colleges and

all good.

universities grew.

In every walk of life and in every field of endeavor such has been the case. It is as true in the
field of education as in any other field.
Harking back to the days of long ago when our
country was in the embryo, fighting for worldly

tutions are multifold in practically every state that
goes to form our federal union.
Just as spectacular as was their growth, was the

hued skin and their palates tasted of its mealy ingredients than did the ideal disappear, and ever

since that unforgettable day the descendants of

goods and human life was of foremost importance,

the inhabitants of this newly settled nation had no
time for scholarly pursuits. They were rugged; by
brawn alone did men carry on.

That was in the beginning. After a goodly num-

So now at presentthese insti-

Revolutionary idea of who might attend college.
When the schools were first started and for many
decades thereafter, it was only the very well-to-do
who could or would go to the expense of sending

their sons to college. Yet with a better understanding of the doctrines of democracy and the recognition of a plane of equality, the inclination and de-

selves secure against the elements which had first

sire to better themselves and their children seeped
down to the masses. Thus, of recent years going to
college has become quite the rage.

caused them trouble, and as they became perma-

This great increase in college enrollment has

nently located and more comfortably housed, their

brought with it problems, that heretofore were not
even thought to lie within the realm of possibility.
The general diffusion of knowledge had created new
difficulties, which, if education was to continue to
progress could not be overlooked. Professors and

ber of years had passed on into the graveyard of
Time, we find that as the inhabitants made them-

thoughts turned to the betterment of their future

community. This they hoped to attain through the
education of their children.
The majority of the colonists who had left for-

eign shores to settle in America were of the mid-

institutional heads combined forces.

dle class.

was urgent, they were forced to face facts.

They knew something of the power of

knowledge and they held a deep respect for their

A remedy
It was

an issue that could not be evaded.

Indeed, it was this last named, that had

The facts revealed in a very definite way that

been the motivating force behind many of their desertions of the land across the sea.

something was wrong somewhere. Sage dispensers
of knowledge, who were rapidly passing the noon-

religions.
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day of life, would not be rooted from the ideas that

they had collected in an era prior to the Gay Nineties. With Gibraltar-like stubbornness they contended that there was nothing wrong with the sys-

tem of college training as it existed. With so eminent personages as themselves affiliated with the
system how could their possibly be anything wrong
with it. The evil, these conservatives contended,

lay in those who attended the various institutions.
They took an attitude analagous to the one that
Barbara Frietchie expressed when Stonewall Jackson and his men passed through Fredricksburg,
“Shoot if you must these old grey heads, but spare
your country’s teaching traditions”, they said.
With true Stonewall spirit the progressive element replied “March On”. ‘To some other chamber they ambled, where in the peace and quiet that
level-headedness provides, they could set about to
do something other than talk. Despite the fact that
they were as famed educators as the preceding

group they were willing to admit that they were
members of an imperfect organization.

And then

to show that they really had the good of their profession at heart, they determined to do something
to remedy the existing condition.
Out of these confabs in recent years have come
several movements that can rightfully be termed

“Experimental Education”.

They are movements

to determine whether or not a remedy for the exist-

ing evils can be found.
The first and perhaps the one that has been most
widely publicised is the “Rollins Movement” of
Rollins College at Winter Park, Florida. President

tain line of endeavor. ‘The other half or one hour
is given over to athletics.
.

.

e

.

Classes at Rollins are limited to twenty students
so that each may have the portion of individual attention that is due him. The teachers are chosen
not by the number of degrees that they have obtained nor by the depth of research they have made,
but, primarily, they are chosen from the standpoint
of interest which they have in the work, as viewed
from a student’s angle.
In going over the above one might very readily
exclaim “Pretty soft”, yet President Holt says that
one would be surprised at the seriousness which the
students display toward the work when it is conducted in this way. He further states that the Rollins plan is not a “cure all” for educational evils but
that it has been proved to be a step in the right direction.

Without commenting let us look at two other
plans that are occupying the spotlight of discussion. ‘lhe first of these is one that has been put
into effect at Columbia University. Authorities at
that great eastern university after a deep study of
the matter came to the conclusion that a method of
teaching such as had been used in the past was
basically wrong because it had as its foundation individual similarity; a principle, that anyone can
see, is very weak.
Taking this as the chief target for their attack, the
authorities developed a system that enables them to

treat each student individually and to cater to his

that the lecture and recitation methods of instruction are faulty. He holds that they are too limited

particular needs. As soon as a student enrolls at
Columbia he is given a placing examination to determine just where he may be put on the basis of
his mental ability. Surprising as it may seem those
who have delved into the matter tell us that about

in their scope. The result is that at his school we
have what he calls the “Conference system”.

they enroll.

Hamilton Holt the progenitor of the plan believes

Under this plan, the students meet in a regular

room which is equipped with books of all types.
The students, individually know what their work is
and set about to do it. They are free to go about it
in whatever manner they choose. They may consult fellow students or they may read. At all
times they may ask the teacher for any information
they desire. If he deems it wise to answer he does
so; if, on the contrary, however, he thinks the stu-

dent will benefit by finding it himself, he merely.
directs.
A school day at Rollins is composed of two
classes, each of two hours duration. One is in the
morning, when the inside work is done; and then,

in the afternoon period, one-half of the time is devoted to field work, that is, visiting places which
have particular interest to students pursuing a cerPage twenty-eight

50% of the students are placd in advance of where

Columbia has found that this places

upon each student a certain responsibility that his
pride forces him to keep pace with.
Work when assigned is not dished out in wholesale parcels to the class, but each student is given
a particular burden, proportionate to his ability and
the time that he has at his disposal for pursuance of
his collegiate work.
Columbia is an exceptionally large school, yet
every effort is made to bring the student into direct

contact with the institution’s governing body. ‘The
reason, obviously, is to make the student conscious
of the fact that he is somebody and that the authorities are endeavoring to lend him a helping hand.
Another division of this system deals with dis-

cipline. When a student veers from the straight
and narrow he is not punished, with the idea of taking him to task for his past error, but in order to

help him to strengthen his resistance against evil.
A Columbia student never incurs punishment or
faculty animosity because of any conviction he may
express, for it is a law that all convictions, no matter how radical, be treated with respect.

The third and last movement in this Educational
Experiment that we will touch upon is the Sarah
Lawrence College Plan. This plan has been promulgated in a girls’ school with the idea that it is
principally for girls but it contains at least one
great idea applicable to all schools: the systematic
regulation of leisure time.
It is an all too common charge that college stu-

sent home a thorough analysis of each student’s

work is made, and in place of vague and meaningless figures you are given a definite estimate of
your accomplishments and failings.
Here we have three plans all distinct and revolutionary in the field of education. It is not the

belief of the writer that any of them are ideal, but
certainly they each embody ideas that any school

might well follow. They are new, they may seem
shocking, but common sense shows they are sound.
Change, in any line is slow, but rest assured that
the College of Tomorrow will be far different from
that which you are going through today. Rollins,

dents waste their time outside of the class-rooms;

Columbia and Sarah Lawrence College have taken

however, under this plan what ordinarily fall un-

the lead, others will follow. The striving for the
college that will meet the demands of the time continues. When and by whom will it be formulated?

der the heading of extra-curricular activities are
made a part of the regular program and all are
obliged to take part in them and to devote a certain portion of time to them. Another revolutionary idea is that instead of grades being issued and

We watch with eager anticipation the horizon of
the morrow for the next of these Educational Experiments.
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Art Focke is substituting for the editor. What a fine

substitution for a very fine editor! Art has ideas, many

and varied. He is always interesting, and he writes in
a style that ts unerringly Art-istic.

To voice of Shanachie is stilled, for the nonce.

This issue of The Exponent is the first in
three years that has gone to press without an
offering from the pen of the Celtic story-teller.
A month ago Barry Dwyer underwent a serious
operation, and the magazine which is enjoying one
of its greatest years under his direction, must struggle along without him for one issue. Although well

But that is being remedied.

‘The Junior Prom is

being referred to on the campus as “the biggest

social event of the year”.
Of such stuff traditions are made. When students from year to year begin to accept the Junior

Prom as “the biggest social event of the year” the
tradition idea has been sold. It remains only for
the other organizations to stick to one idea long
enough to allow it to take hold, as the junior classes
have done for a number of years with their Proms.

A vote of thanks to the Juniors for having had a
tradition recognized as a tradition.

on the way to recovery by this time, “The Chief”

may not be able to return to his classes this semester. However, ink will probably be flowing from
Shanachie’s pen for the March number of The Exponent, and that much at least will not be lost.

The shoes of men like Dwyer can’t be filled so

readily, and I can’t hope to imitate the easy, ramb-

ling style which has characterized the Editor’s Soap
Box.

But bear with me, and I’ll do the best I can.

6
This school was founded in 1850, or thereabouts,

which makes it an old, old institution as the history of schools is reckoned in the middle-west. But
as a university, its career has been a mighty short
one. For that reason, the cry is often heard, “You

have no traditions”.
Well spoken. There is little or no tradition. The
customs which sufficed for many a long year when
this institution was a glorified prep school are no
longer adequate.
Page thirty
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“Hi, fellows!” Sssh. Don’t use that expression.
The latest good word is, “Hi, men”. ‘The expres-

sion, “fellows”, is distinctly passé.
I wonder who started this “Hi, Men” business?

But whoever he was, he made.a good job of it.
“Men” we are, apparently, and “men” we are to call

each other. So be it.
But did the fellow (pardon me, the man) who
started it ever stop to consider that nothing so in-

creases the youthfulness of the young male as his
attempts at proving to the world how old he is?

Probably not.
A professor who calls his students “men” is very
likely to be more popular, other things being equal,

than the prof who calls his students “boys”.

The

former tickles their vanity. Males of college age
like to be flattered a bit, although they certainly
wouldn’t admit it. Well and good. Praise from a

prof is praise indeed, but praise from one student

speaker down as a “ridge-runner”, or something

to another is so much blarney.
Not that it makes any particular difference, but 1
yearn for the return of the days when college men

equally uncomplimentary.
At the risk of disagreeing with one Shakespeare,
whose plays have enjoyed several long runs, a rose
by any other name would not be quite as sweet.

were “Hi, fellows” to other college men. It always made them seem so much more like men.
*

*
X

What if you had to call it an idgledywupf?
Inconsequential? Perhaps. But they’re the little things in life that count.

Fraternities are not recognized upon the campus
of the University of Dayton. Nevertheless, they
exist, and their existence is a part of the life of the
school, a part which generally comes to the attention of the casual visitor, especially if that visitor
be a student at another school.
Why, then, does the entire student body and half
of the faculty insist upon speaking of them in a

derogatory manner? No, not only the non-fraternity men, but the brothers themselves.
At any school in the land a fraternity is a “fraternity”. But at this institution of learning even
the brothers lower the dignity of their organiza-

tions by referring to them as “frats”’.
At any school in the land a student who uses the

word “‘trat” is put down as a high school lad, a

ie oe
And, my lads, how about a bit of tolerance, one

for the other?

‘There are a number of expressions current upon
the campus.
Expressions which were innocent
enough when they first came into usage, but of late
have become a bit barbed, partially because of the

wide publicity given a recent discussion about the
alleged “fish” arts course. (Alleged? Of course.
Who am I, an arts student, to give the secret

away ?)
Anyway, such expressions as “dumb athlete”,
“lazy arts man”, “grubby engineer”, and the like,
are becoming overworked. Let’s get together and
drop them before someone gets riled.

freshman, or an ignoramus. But at this institution
the term used as an insult at other schools receives
preference.
Every time a student from another school, who

if all goes well with Shanachie, you may have your

of course knows better, hears Dayton’s fraternal

Editor back in your midst.

ee

Well, enough of these bickerings.

organizations spoken of as “frats’, he puts the

Next month,

—Art Focke.
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